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always prove to be tiny garrets, and either distressingly
hot or insufferably cold. In all the crowds there would
never be a familiar face; day-long the faces would-go
jumbling by, sickening masses of them, pale faces, pink
faces, long faces, short faces, whiskered faces, smooth
faces, faces with beaks, faces with snouts; but never a
familiar face, never a friendly glance, an answering
smile. This, I flatter myself, would be a most ingenious
and devilish touch. But here is another. It is obvious
that after a few weeks of this, most men would be so
crowd-sick that they would suddenly begin screaming
their hate of the throng about them, and would hurl
themselves in the thick of it, determined to kill or be
killed, or preferably both. They would want to batter
in some of these idiotic faces, have one glorious bare-
sark moment, and then, the infuriated mob retaliating,
find happy oblivion. But, of course, they would not be
able to do this. Their screams of rage would attract
no attention, and their blows would not be noticed by
the passers-by, being nothing but a kind of shadow
play. Nothing would stop the procession of faces, the
pushing and the jostling, the swarming crowd. I fancy
that the Hell of Too Many People would occupy a
respectable place in the hierarchy of infernal regions.